CINCINNATI IN HAMPSHIRE
THE house stood by the river, and the river wound through
the green English country. The tall columns of a Grecian
portico lent it a stately air, and it surveyed the pleasant
scene from all its windows, So did the two old gentlemen
pacing slowly up and down in front of it. The shining
reaches of the river and the big trees in the park composed
an admirable picture. Visitors to Broadlands were fre-
quently constrained to assure their hostess that they had
seen nothing lovelier; and if they did not, Lord Palmerston
would say it for them. For the Prime Minister took pride
in his possessions; there were more pheasants in his woods
than elsewhere; his race-horses were unequalled, although
they rarely ran except at country meetings; and he sur-
veyed his view, as he paced up and down beside his guest.
Lord Palmerston was ageing now; but though the buttoned
figure occasionally slept beneath a tilted hat in Parliament,
his eye was always bright at Broadlands. Even his billiards
improved upon the Broadlands table, where he invariably
made a point of winning if Lady Palmerston was looking
on; and the unnatural bloom upon his whiskers seemed to
deepen in the country air. His step was always springy;
but the old gentleman beside him had no difficulty in
keeping pace. For his visitor was singularly active too, a
country neighbour from Southampton who farmed a few acres
and awed his labourers by an impressive habit of saddling his
own horse and leaping straight into the saddle. A strange
old gentleman, he would spend hours of silence in the woods;
and after a long day of farm-work he often slept under the
sky. But sometimes he would lie waiting for the dawn in
his small bedroom. The little room was piled with papers;
there were trunks and cupboards full of them all packed
with memories for the still figure on the bed, who lay
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